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Army. She had collected an interpreter—one of the
young Peking students who had come to Sian to do
national salvation work under Sun Ming-chiu. He
was a comical-looking youth, for he had cropped his
head in an access of patriotic zeal, and the style did
not become him. Moreover, in his desire to "sacrifice
himself," he wore nothing but a thin cotton uniform
in midwinter (because, he said, the heroic anti-
Japanese fighters had only one blanket each, and he
was not going to be more comfortable than they were.)
As a result, he usually had a cold, which he secretly
rather enjoyed, as a sign of martyrdom.
There is plenty of absurdity about "student patriot-
ism." But it remains true that for the majority of
Chinese students, who are desperately poor, an aca-
demic career means the only chance of a job and a
livelihood. They are prepared to risk this—and it is
the only security they have—for what is, in the
simplest phrase, love of their country. I do not know
what has happened to our little friend Liu by now;
probably he has joined the Red Army, where they
will teach him to take better care of his health.
The streets through which we passed were crowded
with soldiers and carriers as well as the usual throng
of townspeople. Occasionally we met the brightly
coloured silk dresses and blank, heavily powdered faces
of sing-song girls, out for a morning stroll. Sian had
been a garrison town for so long that the trade had
prospered; Liu, who had been well brought-up at a
missionary school, shied like a skittish pony whenever
he encountered a bold glance from one of these
painted ladies, and got on the other side of us for
protection.
We found the women prisoners in a large building

